38                  MARY STUART.            ACT i.

By her fourth husband, in whose charge I lay

As here in Paulet's; so being moved I wrote,

And yet I would she had read it, though not now

Would I re-write each word again, albeit

I might, or thou, were I so minded, or

Thyself so moved to bear such witness ; but

'Tis well we know not how she had borne to read

All this and more, what counsel gave the dame,

With loud excess of laughter urging me

To enter on those lists of love-making

My son for suitor to her, who thereby

Might greatly serve and stead me in her sight;

And I replying that such a thing could be

But held a very mockery, she returns,

The queen was so infatuate and distraught

With high conceit of her fair fretted face

As of a heavenly goddess, that herself

Would take it on her head with no great pains

To bring her to believe it easily;

Being so past reason fain of flattering tongues

She thought they mocked her not nor lied who said

They might not sometimes look her full in face

For the light glittering from it as the sun;

And so perforce must all her women say

And she herself that spake, who durst not look

For fear to laugh out each in other's face

Even while they fooled and fed her \ein with words,

Nor let their eyes cross when they spake to her

And set their feature fast as in a frame

To keep grave countenance with gross mockery lined ;